

TURNABOUT IS FAIR PLAY

BY STACEY ZACKERLY

Copyright (c) 2018 By Stacey Zackerly

All Rights Reserved


CHAPTER 1:

My wife Julie is a gorgeous woman. I'm not just saying that because she's my wife. Everyone says it because it's true. I don't know how I ever got so lucky as to land such a beautiful bride. I suppose the fact that I had developed a software program back in college that I was later able to sell for a bundle of money, and was now independently wealthy, had something to do with it...well...probably a lot to do with it, but I'd like to think that there was more to our relationship than just that.

That being said I have to admit that Julie has kind of a bossy streak in her. She's always been a bit "high maintenance" and tends to get whatever she wants. I suppose the old computer geek in me never quite went away, even with all of my money, and it wasn't hard for her to dominate me in almost any situation. It's not something that I'm terribly proud of, but I wanted to set the record straight right from the start.

One night in bed she started talking about how wild she had been back in college and at first I was going to ask her not to bring up all those sordid details from her past. I knew that she had lots of boyfriends before me but I had tried not to dwell on that. She had always been the center of male attraction. Cheerleader, prom queen, beauty pageant contestant. Of course she would attract a lot of men. I couldn't do anything about her past. She had chosen to marry me and that was all I really needed to know.

Strangely though, as she started to regale me with some of her sordid youthful exploits, I found that I was getting very hard. I could picture her, a few years younger, with a different hairstyle, doing all the nasty things she was telling me about. Instead of making me jealous it turned me on. I guess it sort of made me feel all the more like a "winner" for having ended up with such a prize as my wife. Sure, those other guys may have banged her but she was curling up next to me in bed every night. They couldn't have meant that much to her.

"Does it make you horny to hear me talk like this?" Julie asked.

"No, not really. That was a long time ago," I said, trying to play it off as casually as I could.

"Really? You have that look on your face you get when you're starting to get excited."

"I do not!" I protested. "What look?"

"Oh, that look of the horny man bursting with lust," she replied as she stuck her hand under the blanket and detected my seriously erect member. "See! I knew you were getting horny. A wife can tell, you know."

"Well, it's kind of hard not to be a little aroused by such things," I pointed out as Julie slowly began to stroke my shaft. "I mean, you've always been such a beautiful woman and there must have been plenty of opportunities to be with all kinds of men before you met me. I'm sure you were just as hot then as you are now."

"That's so sweet of you to say darling."

"I mean I was hardly a virgin myself when we got married."

"Weren't you?"

"Well, maybe sort of technically. But I had fooled around a bit, here and there," I said, trying to defend my manhood.

"I'm sure you did, honey, but I probably fooled around a bit more than you did."

"So it sounds like."

"I've got an idea," said Julie as she suddenly pulled the covers back, exposing my erection in all its nakedness. "Why don't I tell you a really dirty bedtime story while you stroke yourself? Let's see how long you can last."

I protested, but there was really no point in doing so. She was going to tell me some dirty thing she did a long time ago and I was going to jack off right there in bed. In all honesty my protest was more on principle as I was terribly excited by the prospect of doing what she proposed.

Her story was quite dirty, indeed, and involved some guy named Jarred, that I didn't know, who apparently was rather well-hung. She actually didn't get too far in her description of what she did to that large penis before I was shooting cum all over my stomach. That was how everything got started.

It wasn't too long before we graduated from dirty stories from the past to dirty stories of her present day exploits. She convinced me that it would be so much hotter if she went out and got laid and then came back and told me all about it. She made me watch as she got dressed up for her "dates" and would sometimes ask if I thought her lover would like this thing or that look. It drove me wild with lust.

She made me buy her a rather expensive anklet with heart charms on it, which she said meant that her heart belonged to her husband but she was free to be with other men. I appreciated the fact that I was being included in the process. For some reason it was terrible to think of my wife sneaking around and having affairs with strange men, but it was totally arousing to think of her doing it with my blessing. The human mind is a complex thing. What should have horrified me made me horny.

Sometimes she would come home and make me lick her pussy while she told me about how some stud had filled it with his jizz. I'm not sure that I could actually taste another man's cum but the thought of it never failed to get me going. She never wanted to fuck after one of her encounters but she always allowed me to jack off, or sometimes gave me a hand job. On other nights we seemed to enjoy a pretty normal sex life, although I often did end up asking her to tell me some more of her dirty secrets and deepest fantasies while we did it.

After about six months of this, maybe a little longer, she inevitably suggested that I should watch her having sex with another man, not just wait at home and hear the juicy details. That seemed to be a pretty big step to take, but a logical one, I suppose.

The first time was with her tennis instructor from the club. I knew him vaguely from having seen him around but had hardly ever spoken to him. His name was Andre, and he was very tan and very athletically fit, as you might imagine given his profession. Andre came to our house and Julie greeted him at the door wearing a very sheer white dress, that was sleeveless and backless, and cut in the front all the way down to the navel. It was also so short that it barely covered her ass, if it actually did. Needless to say she had nothing on under it. Needless to say Andre was very impressed.

The details aren't really that important to the rest of my story anyway except to say that I sat in a chair and stroked myself while Andre fucked the hell out of my wife right in front of me. Julie made sure that I was following the action and talked to me quite a bit, when she was able to talk. I was hooked. It was so damn dirty and wrong and thrilling. I tried to hold off and ejaculate when Andre did but it was no use. He kept going long after I had shot my load. I didn't mind. I just sat there watching the show.

That was basically the same kind of routine that we followed for about the next six months before my wife decided it was time to shake things up again. And boy, did she ever find a way to do that!


CHAPTER 2:

"What the fuck?" I said sleepily one morning as I began to wake up and felt a splitting headache, as if I had been out drinking all night, which I hadn't.

"You sure slept late," I heard a male voice say to me from somewhere in the bedroom.

I was still rather groggy and disoriented as I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes to see who the hell was talking to me in my bedroom. My chest suddenly felt very heavy and I worried for a moment that I might be having a heart attack or something but I didn't feel any other symptoms, like numbness in my arms, or difficulty breathing. Instinctively I put a hand on my chest anyway and was horrified by what I felt.

Where there should have been a relatively flat surface I found two rather large lumps of flesh. If my heart was in there somewhere it must be buried under a pile of skin that had somehow sprung up on my chest during the night.

"Are you surprised?" the male voice asked.

My eyes were fairly clear by this time and I looked over to see...well...myself. I appeared to be standing at the food of the bed with a silly grin on my face, but I was absolutely certain that I was actually lying in bed under the covers. I wondered if I was dead and this was some strange way that a person was transported to the next life or something.

"What the fuck?" I said again, suddenly becoming aware of the fact that my voice sounded remarkably like Julie's voice for some reason.

"Relax and I'll explain," said the man who looked at me as he came over and sat on the edge of the bed. "Take a look at yourself. Go ahead, lift up the covers and take a peek."

Cautiously I pulled the blankets back, as if suspecting that a tarantula might by lying in wait, and found something even more terrifying. Tits!

Now I like tits as much as the next man, and probably more than quite a few men, for all I know, but I like them to be on women. I like to look at them. I like to touch and fondle them. I like the way they stick out in front of a sexy girl. I like the way they jiggle, especially when I'm fucking a woman so hard that they bounce and sway like Jell-O. I was not prepared to see them on my own body.

"I'll bet you're wondering what happened," said the man sitting on my bed.

"You're damn right I am," I replied in my embarrassingly feminine voice.

"Well, it's like this. I was getting a little bored with the whole hotwife thing, as much fun as it's been, and I was really curious to know why you seemed to enjoy it so much. Then I got to thinking about how I'd had all this sex with so many people, both before we got married, and now after, and I thought about how little sex you've had, aside from with me, and I came up with this incredible plan. I thought we should switch bodies for a while and you could be the hotwife and I could find out what it was like to be the one watching for a change," the man explained calmly, as if it all somehow made sense now.

"But how? It's not possible," I muttered.

"You know I've been taking that course in white magic and the origins of witchcraft?"

"Yeah."

"Well, I thought it was just going to be a bunch of stories about mythology, and whatnot, but the instructor claimed to be an actual practicing witch, which seemed really fascinating to me."

"You've got to be kidding," I moaned.

"That's what I thought when she said it, but pretty soon she demonstrated an ability to perform certain spells and even taught us a few simple ones. It's actually not as hard as you might think," said the fake me, who I was slowly beginning to realize was actually my wife Julie.

"So one day when I was asking her what other sort of spells she might know she mentioned this total body swapping thing. The instructions were pretty simple to follow. Both people had to be naked, which I knew we would be in bed, and they had to be touching, which I also knew we would do, and then the spell had to be read out loud, which I did, and that was that."

"That was what?"

"That was all there was to it. You became me and I became you. You happened to be asleep at the time but I sort of thought that the process would wake you up. When it didn't I just let you go on sleeping. I was excited and anxious for you to see the results, but you looked so beautiful and peaceful lying there that I didn't want to disturb you."

"Well change us back!" I cried.

"I'm afraid I can't do that. I mean, we'll change back eventually, but it takes some time."

"How much time?"

"It's hard to say. Sometimes I guess it only lasts a day or two and other times it lasts for weeks or even months. I figured that it didn't really matter that much. We're married and live in the same house, after all. We have the same basic circle of friends. Neither one of us has a job that we have to go to. Nobody will ever suspect for a second that we're not who we're supposed to be."

"They'll know, they'll all know!"

"Look at me. Could you possibly guess that I'm not Fred Bollinger? I look like him. I sound like him. I'm sitting on his bed next to his wife Julie."

"But I'm Fred Bollinger and you're my wife Julie!"

"Ultimately that's true, but at the moment we've simply changed places. All we have to do is pretend to be each other for a little while. Think of the possibilities!"

I did know that Julie was taking a class on magic and witchcraft but I assumed it was purely academic and didn't actually involve the practice of casting spells and so on. I didn't believe in that sort of thing anyway, but I know a lot of people find it fascinating, but I was beginning to suspect that my beliefs might have to change on the subject.

I got out of bed and went over to the mirror. There I saw the image of my wife, her perfect naked body looking wonderful even without makeup or having her hair done. She was literally one of those people who could just roll out of bed and look good, although she would look even better once she was all fixed up.

I moved my arm slowly and the image in the mirror moved with me. I was reminded of that old Marx brothers gag where two of them are dressed like Groucho and perfectly mimic each other's moves in a doorway that suggests the frame of a mirror. The real Groucho knows that something isn't quite right but the mirror image seems to say that it's really his reflection. That was basically how I felt at the moment.

Then another image appeared in the mirror as the substitute Fred came and stood behind me, resting his hands on my shoulders, at first, and then cupping my breasts as we both looked straight ahead into the mirror. I tried to brush his hands away and cover my boobs but he gently moved my hands off and put his own back on my tits.

"Would it be immodest of me to say how lovely your breasts are?" he asked  as I felt him begin to lightly squeeze and fondle my bosom.

I didn't reply. I was kind of stunned and transfixed by what I was seeing in the mirror, and what I was feeling between my legs as he began to toy with my nipples. It must be amazing to wake up every morning and look this fantastic in the mirror, I thought. It was an incredible feeling to be this beautiful and sexy.

When he spun me around and started to kiss me I sort of melted in his arms. It was odd to be kissing my spouse while being the shorter of the two, but it didn't seem to pose any terrible difficulties for me. Our lips met easily enough and it felt much like it always felt, once my eyes were closed. Only it didn't quite feel like it always did. I think it felt a little sexier, for some reason. I got the distinct impression that I was getting moist down below. When Fred put his hand between my legs he confirmed my suspicion.

"See how much fun this is going to be?" he said very pleasantly as I thrilled to the touch of his hand on my snatch.

"I guess so," I almost whispered in reply.

"Now be a good wife and hop up on the bed. I guess men aren't kidding when they say they're especially horny in the morning. I definitely have that feeling right now."

From the erection he was sporting it was fairly obvious that he was indeed experiencing his first morning wood from the other side of the equation. As I hopped up on the bed it looked like I would soon be doing the same.


CHAPTER 3:

There was a side of me that assumed that I was having a very strange but kinky dream. I actually hoped that it would last a little longer because I was naturally curious to know what it would feel like to have sex as a woman. I don't think there's anything wrong, or odd, or gay about being curious about something like that. I've sometimes wondered what it would be like to carry a baby around inside you for nine months, not that I really wanted to find out, but it was just one of those things that only women knew.

As I lay on my back, propped up on my arms to get a better look at Fred, I figured that having a cock in your pussy was another one of those things that only women knew, but that I was about to know at any moment. It was quite different waiting for the event to happen, I noted. Without thinking I reached down and began to finger myself a little and spread my legs very wide as Fred got up on the bed and tried to get himself in the proper position.

As Julie he had probably seen men do this a million times but it was obviously a little different doing it himself for the first time. The bed kind of gave as he tried to steady himself and it wasn't that easy to get his cock lined up without using his hand to guide it. I thought it was kind of cute, really, watching my wife pretend to be me. Of course it was much more than just pretending, as she was actually in my body at the moment, but I knew she was still there, just as I knew that I was in her body. Or it was all a dream. The jury was still out on that.

Now I have never claimed to be hung like a horse, but unlike the stereotype of the husband who gets off on seeing his wife with another man, I don't have a small dick either. Actually I would say that it's probably a bit larger than average. As I felt it sliding inside me it suddenly seemed about twice as big as I remembered it and I let out a gasp.

"Oh, my!"

"Feels kind of nice, doesn't it?" said Fred.

"It's different...but I think I like it."

"Just hang in there. I think you'll like it a whole lot more the longer it's inside you."

I was actually pleasantly surprised at how snug my cock felt in my wife's pussy, considering all the gigantic pricks that she must have accommodated over the years. Of course at the moment it was my husband's cock in my pussy, but that was still taking a little time to wrap my head around.

Fred may have taken a while to get into position to penetrate me but now that he was there he was going to work like an old pro. He'd give me several really hard and fast thrusts followed by an equal number of slow and deep ones and I realized that he was showing me how he liked to be fucked when he was a woman. Apparently this insane episode had some educational value.

I really didn't know how to show Fred how I liked to fuck when I was a man because I pretty much liked just about anything that got my rocks off. Julie was so fucking hot that it was hard not to blow my load the minute I saw her naked sometimes. Once I was in her pussy I just plowed ahead until I couldn't hold back any longer, she really didn't have to do anything special other than grant me access to that delicious pink slit between her legs.

Now I had that pink slit and it was a kind of intoxicating feeling, I guess. As I said at the start Julie had kind of a bossy personality, and tended to get her way with me most of the time, so I didn't feel quite as uncomfortable with the role reversal as some men might have. I don't think I was a total wimp, but I was certainly not the alpha male type. I didn't need to dominate a woman to feel manly. Now that I was the catcher instead of the pitcher I didn't feel like I was any less a part of the same team. This was the gear I was equipped with at the moment so I just went with it and tried to enjoy the ride.

"Oh, my God, that feels so good," I moaned.

Apparently I was enjoying the ride quite a bit. Fred just laughed and kept on fucking.

"Do my tits really jiggle that much when I'm getting fucked on my back?" he asked.

"Absolutely. It's one of my favorite sights," I said as I shot a glance down at my jiggling boobs.

"I'm not crazy about the way they look when they're flattened out like that," he commented.

"No, they still look great," I insisted. "Look at how they stick up! Most women would kill for your gravity defying tits."

Then we both started laughing because the conversation was so completely ridiculous. Her tits, his tits, my tits...it was all too confusing really. I was in possession of them at the moment, and they say possession is nine-tenths of the law, so legally I guess they were my tits, not that it mattered in the slightest. They were jiggling pretty hard as Fred gave it to me from below and I thought it was a remarkable feeling. I wasn't used to having anything that could really jiggle like that on my body.

Fred had definitely been right that the longer his cock was inside me the more I would like the feeling. It was amazing how elastic my pussy seemed to be. When he pushed in I felt it expanding and when he pulled back I felt it contract like there was some kind of suction machine in my body keeping my cunt nice and tight.

"Oh, wow...oh, wow...I had no idea...I just had no idea," I said in a dreamy haze of a voice.

I really did have no idea before just how freaking awesome it could feel to have a man stick his cock inside you. I always hoped that Julie was enjoying it when I did it to her, and she certainly seemed to, although women have been known to fake it every now and then, so I've been told. And she certainly seemed to enjoy it when other men were doing it to her, and she had no reason to fake anything for their benefit, so I came to the conclusion right there that sex as a female was a pretty nifty thing.

I was kind of surprised at how long Fred was lasting, given the fact that this was his first experience with a cock and the natural inclination would be to cum as quickly as possible. Fortunately he was pacing himself pretty well and giving me a nice long banging. Eventually though nature got the better of him and he grunted loudly as he ejaculated in me, as I had done with Julie so many times before.

We kind of collapsed together on the bed and compared notes for a while. I mean, it was the most logical thing to do under the circumstances. How many chances do you get to literally swap bodies with your spouse? We were both pretty fascinated and thrilled with the results.

"So you really enjoyed it?" Fred asked.

"Hey, I know that men need constant encouragement but believe me you were great. Probably better than I usually am if I'm being honest," I replied.

"Well thank you for that, but I was thinking more along the lines of how ready you are to be a hotwife."

"Oh, wow, I don't know about that. I mean we're married and all and getting fucked by myself was sort of like an out of body masturbating experience. You knew I wasn't really you. Being with some totally strange man sounds pretty weird," I said.

"Okay...so you should fuck someone you know!"


CHAPTER 4:

I guess I should have been more clear about my feelings. It wasn't really the strangeness of the man in question that made me uncomfortable, it was the fact that he would be a man. Fooling around with my spouse was just a sort of role play, I figured. I'm sure lots of couples try all kinds of kinky things in the privacy of their own bedroom. I could face myself, after I was back to being Fred, and be perfectly comfortable with what I had done in Julie's body. Like I said to her it was really just a form of masturbating. I had touched my own cock many times. This time it just happened to be attached to someone else in my body. Touching some other man's cock was a whole new ball of wax, as far as I was concerned, especially if it belonged to someone I knew. A total stranger might actually be better because I'd probably never have to see them again once I had gone back to normal, not that I was sold on the idea either way.

Of course whether I was sold on the idea or not probably didn't matter too much. Julie had put this plan into motion supposedly so that she could see what I liked so much about seeing my wife getting fucked by other men so presumably she would expect me to do my part and play the role of the wife while she stood in as the curious husband.

I guess I could have put up a fight. She certainly wasn't going to bring strange men over to the house to rape me against my will or anything like that. Yet I knew that resistance was futile in the long run. We may have changed bodies but we appeared to have kept our old personalities. If anything I was feeling even more under her power now that she was physically bigger and stronger than me, not that there would ever be any sort of physical altercation between us. Even though my wife really ran the show in our marriage now that I was female I think I felt more compliant than ever, although that might make a feminist cringe to hear me say it. It was just something in my gut, I guess, more than my brain.

At the start the whole question of having sex with anyone, and who that should be, was kind of on the backburner. I had to get dressed and put my makeup on and go about Julie's daily tasks, whatever those might be. That was no less daunting in its own right.

I, like many people, had always been a creature of habit. Although I didn't have an office to get to, which gave me a lot of flexibility in my scheduling, I still followed a pretty consistent routine. I would get up and go to the bathroom, then I'd put on my running shorts and a tank top or t-shirt, or sweatshirt, depending on the weather, slip into my running shoes and go for a jog around the neighborhood. When I got back I'd shower and shave and dress for the day. I honestly had absolutely no idea what Julie did while I was out jogging but I figured that I was going to find out.

Fred had no burning desire to follow my running ritual today so he agreed to show me the ropes of how a woman gets pulled together in the morning. It's a funny thing to be an adult and have someone else telling you how to get dressed and what you should be doing in the bathroom but I appreciated all the help I could get.

My wife had spent thousands of dollars having electrolysis done to permanently remove hair from much of her body, an expense that seemed rather extravagant at the time, but that now seemed like money well-spent. It was another residual benefit of trading bodies, I guess, that I could appreciate her needs more. 100 bucks an hour to have the hair removed from your armpits seems like a lot, when it's someone else's hair, but I could definitely appreciate the benefit of not having to deal with that aspect of female grooming. Her public region she had left untouched so that she could trim it to suit whatever mood she was in. At the moment she sported a nice little triangular patch, which I saw no need to alter, but I would probably have to maintain it if I stayed in this body for very long.

Cosmetics were another of those expenses that I always rolled my eyes at. My wife tended to want the best of everything, and the best wasn't cheap. I sometimes felt like her dressing table had more makeup than a drugstore, and I had no idea what any of that junk was for, but she did always look so stunningly beautiful in any situation that I didn't quibble. She seemed ageless, and as I was to discover, a lot of that came from the assortment of goodies that she had stockpiled in front of her mirror.

Fred was incredibly patient in explaining it all to me and letting me experiment with different things. At first I thought I would feel stupid and gay, then I thought I would be bored, but instead it turned out to be very interesting. I suppose the fact that I had such a lovely test subject of a face to try these things out on probably helped. Plus I was invading the world of the woman and learning some of her secrets. It sort of felt like being initiated into a very exclusive club, or something, even if women made up the majority of the world's population.

Like a lot of incredibly attractive women Julie had never been interested much in domestic activities. I certainly didn't marry her for her cooking, and she knew it. While we could probably afford a cook I had actually gotten kind of hooked on the whole cooking thing shortly after I struck it rich. I had a lot of free time and spent much of it on the couch channel surfing and for some reason the cooking shows caught my fancy. That made me want to try it myself and before long I was actually rather handy in the kitchen. Since I still held that knowledge in my brain, although I was in the body of my wife, I gladly volunteered to make breakfast. It was probably the first time Julie ever made a meal for Fred, which kind of amused me in a way.

We didn't really have anything special on the agenda that day but we had been talking about shopping for a new refrigerator so Fred suggested that we go ahead and do that. I know, that doesn't sound very sexy, but I'd never been shopping in panties and a bra before. Obviously I had never even been outside of the house as a woman before so the whole thing was slightly intimidating, as well as arousing.

Fred insisted that I wear something at least slightly inappropriate for such a shopping excursion so I ended up in a very short skirt and a top that showed a hell of a lot of cleavage.

"You need to get used to men ogling you," Fred explained. "They're going to stare at your legs, and your ass, and your boobs. It might feel kind of funny at first but in time it'll seem totally natural."

"Come on, all men aren't like that," I protested.

"Please," Fred said very dryly as he dragged the word out about as long as one could.

"Okay, I guess all men are sort of like that," I admitted with a shrug.

It was so funny to have our roles completely reversed. I sat in the passenger side while Fred drove and he even opened the door for me, something I often forgot to do or didn't bother with after years of marriage. It was a nice gesture and a reminder that I should probably pay more attention to that sort of thing.

Fred was absolutely right. Men stared at me. Some tried to make it seem like they weren't and others just flat out gave me the eye. I felt like I had toilet paper stuck on my shoe or something caught in my teeth. It was very odd just walking around a home improvement store and feeling like I was Lady Godiva riding through the streets of Coventry.

"All those guys are undressing you with their eyes," Fred said to me softly as we made our way to the kitchen appliance section.

"There's not that much to undress in this outfit," I pointed out.

"That's what makes it even better. Your skirt is so short if you bent over just right they might catch a glimpse of your panties. And your top lets them know that you've got a hell of a rack in there and they can daydream about what it would look like if your breasts just suddenly tumbled out."

"I think they might without much effort," I joked.

"If we were still cavemen I'd have to fight them off with a club," Fred commented. "Or maybe I'd just let them all have at you and watch. That might be very entertaining."

That was a really weird thought, but also surprisingly hot. I had often wondered what life would be like if people could just act out their animalistic impulses at will. No small talk, no drinks or dinner and a movie, just throw a woman to the ground and hump her senseless. Of course as Fred pointed out there would probably be plenty of other men trying to do the same thing with the same woman so one would probably have to be well-armed to fend off any interlopers. It probably really wasn't a very good way to run a society, but it did seem like a kind of naughty fantasy.

The kid who helped us look for a refrigerator was no different than the other men in the store. He was trying to concentrate on his sales pitch but I could see the erection in his pants and almost felt sorry for him. It was also funny how he deferred most of his comments to me, assuming that as the "housewife" the refrigerator would be of greater interest to me, while pointing out to Fred that the door had a compartment designed to hold a six-pack. I wouldn't have noticed that or given it a thought before but I guess you just sort of get used to the way things are and the assumptions people make based on gender. I was the husband in real life but I did all of the cooking and the refrigerator was really my passion, not Julie's, so it worked out that the salesman assumed I would be the one making the decision. It was true but only because I was standing there with tits at the moment.

"He's going to go home and jack off tonight thinking about you," Fred whispered after we had concluded our business at the store.

"You don't know that."

"Sure I do. He's probably going to go online and look for some porn star who resembles you. Then he'll imagine that you're bending down to look inside a washing machine while he fucks you in the ass."

"Jesus, you have quite the imagination," I said.

"Come on, be honest. Doesn't the thought of some strange guy masturbating while thinking of you turn you on?"

"Yeah...I guess it kind of does."

And it kind of did. Being the object of so much lust so effortlessly was kind of exhilarating. I wondered how long it would be before Fred tried to hook me up with some guy. As it turned out, not long at all.


CHAPTER 5:

"I can't wear this in public!"

"Why not? I have," Fred replied, giving me a reproachful look.

"That's different. You're...you," I sputtered.

"Well at the moment you're me so it's okay then."

The "this" in question was a very short pink dress, somewhat similar to the one that Julie wore to entertain her tennis pro in that it was cut all the way down below the navel and completely backless. It also left my shoulders bare but had long sleeves that started a little above the elbows. It was strapped around the neck and all the little bits and pieces that held it together seemed to converge on a metal ring just above the cleavage. Needless to say a bra was out of the question but I wasn't too worried about that in this body. These tits could probably hold up the Brooklyn Bridge if they had to, a little pink dress was no serious problem at all.

I looked hot in it. Incredibly hot, actually, which was of course the whole purpose of wearing it. If you're going to be a hotwife you need to dress in hot clothing but I felt incredibly exposed in this outfit and worried that I wouldn't be able to sit down, especially since I was wearing no panties. Then again that was the whole idea of wearing no panties. If I flashed a little beaver so much the better.

Fred had helped me do my hair and makeup and I had the anklet on that supposedly indicated my availability. It was pretty obvious that I was looking to get laid and that made me feel kind of funny. As a man going out on the town before I was married I was always looking to get laid but there was nothing special about the way I dressed to suggest that. The only thing missing from this getup was a sign on my ass saying "Fuck Me I'm Easy" or something.

Still I went along with the program. Fred wanted to "try me out" as quickly as possible and I was admittedly a little curious about the whole thing. I had never seen Julie trying to pick up a date, or be picked up for one, or whatever it was that she did. She just seemed to turn up with a bunch of different men. This time we would be going out as a couple so that Fred could enjoy watching the process at work. I felt like an idiot...but a super hot one at any rate. Looking like this being an idiot would probably be an asset. I wasn't looking for a guy who was hot for my brain.

"How does this work, exactly?" I asked nervously as we drove to a rather upscale nightclub in town.

"Well, we'll both go up to the bar but sit at opposite ends. When men start hitting on you, which they will, you'll flirt with them until you find one you want to go to bed with. Then you'll signal me and I'll come over and the three of us will have a drink and go over the ground rules," Fred explained as if it was the most normal thing in the world for a married couple to do.

"What if they freak out at the idea of my husband watching?" I asked.

"Not likely, especially with that anklet on. You can tell them, if you like, or you can wait until I'm introduced and I'll do it, but if a man wants to fuck you bad enough, which he will, it's not likely that he's going to object to having an audience. I imagine that's a huge part of the appeal for most guys. The idea that they're such a stud that they can fuck another man's wife right in front of him and get away with it."

It all made sense, at least in the crazy context of what we were up to, but I still wasn't sure that I'd be able to pull this off. I'd never flirted with a man in my life, obviously, and this seemed to be the sort of thing that might require some expertise. The real Julie had been dealing with boys since the day she put on her first training bra but I was a complete novice. I had the look of an experienced slut without any of the training.

We followed the plan and I took a seat at one end of the bar...very carefully. I don't know how women sit in dresses that short but I tried my best to look natural. It wasn't long at all before a rather attractive man took the seat next to me and bought me a drink. His name was Ronald and he looked every bit the part of the sort of guy who would pick up a hotwife in a place like this. We chatted about absolutely nothing for a little while until he got around to the point.

"That's a very interesting piece of jewelry you have on your ankle," said Ronald.

"Thank you. My husband bought it for me," I replied, which was basically the truth if I was speaking on Julie's behalf.

"He must be a very generous man," Ronald commented casually.

"Oh, he is. He's quite willing to share."

"Is he? I think a lot of husbands would be reluctant to let their gorgeous wife go out alone."

"Who said I was alone?"

My heart was pounding in my chest as I tried not to sweat. I had actually been handling this pretty well I thought. The guy was attractive, and obviously interested, and he had noticed my anklet and brought it into the conversation. I figured it was time for Fred to show up and close the deal.

"Ronald, I'd like you to meet my husband Fred," I said as Fred came over and shook hands with Ronald.

"Pleased to meet you. You're a lucky man. You have a very beautiful wife," said Ronald as Fred took a seat on the other side of me.

"Yes I am, and she is very beautiful, isn't she?" said Fred pleasantly. "Doesn't she have lovely breasts? Why don't you give Ronald a peek, honey?"

My heart stopped pounding as it basically stopped beating entirely and I sat frozen with fear for a moment. I realized that Fred was suggesting that I flash my boobs right there in a public bar and I didn't know what to do. Finally I looked around to make sure that no one was looking, except Fred and Ronald of course, and then quickly pulled my dress top aside revealing my left breast and then did the same with the right. I did it so quick that I don't think anyone noticed but Ronald definitely got an eyeful.

"Just perfect," said Ronald. "So firm and lush."

"And 100% real," Fred chimed in like a used car salesman extolling the virtues of steel belted radials or something. "Perhaps you'd like to come back to our place and get a little closer look at them."

"Perhaps I would. Would you be joining us or just watching?" Ronald inquired.

"Just watching. It gives me pleasure to see my wife enjoying herself. I like to spoil her that way," said Fred before taking a sip of his drink. "Does that sound like fun honey?"

I just nodded in agreement. I was too stunned and frightened to speak at that moment. We finished our drinks and Ronald followed us back home in his car. It had all happened so easily, I thought. I never had that kind of luck picking up girls when I was single. Of course I didn't look like Ronald so it probably wasn't all that surprising.

"Any place special you want this to happen?" Ronald asked once we were back home and in the living room.

"This should be just fine," Fred replied as he took a seat in the reclining chair across from the main sofa.

"That works for me. Now come here baby and let's get better acquainted," said Ronald as he took me by the waist and kissed me before pulling my dress open at the top, causing my tits to spill out. "Oh, yeah...we're going to have some fun tonight!"


CHAPTER 6:

I knew how Julie's "dates" usually treated her so I suppose I should have been prepared for the same but it still came as kind of a shock being on the receiving end of it. These men knew exactly why they were there and exactly what was expected of them and that usually meant a serious amount of sexual domination. Putting on that anklet indicated that I was ready to fuck and not expecting any candy or flowers afterwards. There was also sort of a theatrical aspect to the thing since Fred was comfortably seated right across from us and presumably expected some kind of a show. Ronald certainly seemed willing to give him one.

"Those are some amazing titties, baby," said Ronald as he began to paw them.

Again I was astounded by how arousing that could be, especially when he began to play with my nipples. It just wasn't something that one could possibly know without having tits. The male equivalent was no substitute at all.

Somewhere along the line Ronald got his shirt off and his chest was just as well-built and muscular as I had imagined it would be. I ran my hands over it and marveled at its hardness. I couldn't imagine how many hours one would have to spend at the gym to get a body like that. My morning jog was about as much exercise as I ever indulged in, aside from riding my stationary bike every now and then. I was more into the cardio thing but this guy obviously pumped some iron...as well as a number of other things I supposed.

When he got his cock out I literally gasped. It wasn't fully erect yet, which stunned me, and I could already tell that it was ridiculously big. Had I still been a man in this same situation I would have popped a boner from the moment I saw a woman like Julie and it would have stayed hard until I could find some way to get relief from my anguish. That was actually a good image to hold in my head. I knew that having a hard on was a type of anguish and the only way to get relief was to get your rocks off. That made what I was about to do seem a little more "noble" in a way. Not that I was Florence Nightingale, or anything, but in my own small way I was going to alleviate another person's suffering.

"Why don't you be a good girl and get down there and suck it?" Ronald suggested in a way that made it clear that it wasn't really a suggestion.

Once again I should have been more mentally prepared for this. I had seen Julie suck a lot of cocks, and knew from personal experience that she was very, very, good at it, but it had never crossed my mind that I might be called upon to do likewise. Yet I found myself on my knees, with the biggest dick I had ever seen just inches from my face. I shot a quick glance over at Fred and noticed that he already had a hand down his pants. It didn't seem like there was much to do but take Ronald's impressive rod in my hand and start to stroke it, which was exactly what I did.

It may not have come out of his pants ready for action but it didn't take much rubbing to make it spring to life. That actually kind of excited me. I knew that getting an erection was no great trick for man but it still gave me a little rush of power to actually be the one making it happen. It was still a marvel to me how this piece of a man's body could go from hanging limply down between his legs to sticking out like a crossbeam in no time at all. Now Ronald's pecker was definitely sticking out and pointed straight at my mouth.

I suppose I sort of instinctively knew what to do. Julie had sucked my cock many times, and I had watched her suck other men's cocks many times, and I had watched videos of women sucking cock, many, many, many , times. I knew the fundamental precepts but it was quite another thing to actually be the one doing the sucking.

The funny thing was I was more worried about doing a good job than worried about the peril to my future manhood. Once I was down there with his cock in my hand I had no reservations at all about putting it in my mouth. I wasn't Fred at the moment, I kept reminding myself. I was Julie and I was hot and I was a woman. I had picked up this stud in a bar and now I was about to give him head. It all seemed very logical somehow.

I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. I let it glide across the underside of his dick. The tip kind of popped between my lips a little but I wasn't going to rush it. As I slowly continued to stroke his shaft I let my tongue and my lips kind of explore his manhood all over. Once in a while I'd take a bit into my mouth, but not for long. From the contented sounds that Ronald was making I had the feeling that I must be doing something right. That was pretty much the end of my control over the proceedings that night.

As much as Ronald appeared to enjoy my licking and kissing it was obviously just sort of foreplay to him and he was ready for the main event. I felt his hands on my head, forcing me down onto his massive erection and there wasn't much I could do but let him throat fuck me.

"Yeah, baby, suck that big dick," Ronald said in a voice that sounded almost frightening to me. "You're a cock sucking little slut, aren't you? Well I'm going to give you all the cock you handle bitch!"

I had no idea what Fred was doing at the moment but I was pretty sure that he wasn't going to jump out of his chair and defend my honor. I never had. I always just sat there, stroking myself, while strong men with big cocks took my wife any way that they pleased. That got me off. The beauty and the sex appeal of my wife and the rugged power of the men she brought home to fuck in front of me. Sometimes I pictured myself as the guy and sometimes I just watched in a sort of strange fascination.

It's a very odd thing to be so close to two other people who are having sex. Sex is normally such an intimate thing. Very private and personal. Done behind closed doors. Watching Julie getting banged in front of me was like having a great porn video come to life, with the perfect leading lady. Only now I was the leading lady and my spouse was comfortably seated watching what I had watched many times before. It must have been a real mind-bender for Fred to see his old self sucking a huge cock. I just hoped that I could live up to the "little cock sucking slut" standards that the real Julie had so proudly lived up to.

I slurped and glurped and gurgled as I tried to get that massive hunk of man meat down my throat without choking too much. I knew I was literally drooling on his dick but there wasn't much I could do about it. Ronald had a firm grip on my head and he wasn't giving me a lot of breathing room.

"Yeah, yeah, suck it good bitch," Ronald practically snarled.

And then he stopped. I had been trying to prepare myself for the inevitable moment when he shot a huge load of cum in my mouth but instead I was roughly pulled up from the floor and taken over to where Fred was sitting.

"Let's give hubby a nice view, shall we?" said Ronald, again not really asking my opinion on the subject.

I was bent over so that my hands were resting on the arms of the chair and my butt was kind of sticking up in the air a bit. I looked down and saw that Fred had his dick out of his pants and was stroking it very slowly and methodically. My tits kind of swayed as they hung down in front of me and I wondered if Fred might try to grab them, but he just kept stroking and looked straight into my eyes as Ronald got behind me and grabbed my hips before shoving his enormous tool deep into my soaking wet snatch.


CHAPTER 7:

My tits were now definitely swaying, but not as gently as they had been. Gravity was actually working in my favor in this position, as opposed to lying on my back, so I imagined that they looked pretty nice as they bounced and jiggled right in front of Fred.

"Do you like this?" I sort of whispered.

"Oh, yeah. Do you?" he asked in reply.

"Oh, yeah. Thank you for this baby," I said as I looked deep into his gaze and tried to read his thoughts.

I think it was at that moment that I finally admitted a really deep truth that I had never allowed myself to admit before. When I said that I pictured myself as the stud, or just watched when Julie was getting fucked that was true, but only partly so. There were times, not all of the time, but times where I pictured myself as my wife and tried to imagine what she must be feeling. The look on her face and the sounds she made and the way her body writhed and squirmed made it seem like having a big cock in your pussy must be a pretty wonderful thing. Now I knew firsthand that it was.

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," I sort of chanted, as if there was some other course of action available at the moment.

I guess I really wanted to be fucked. No, I think I needed to be fucked. Giving head had gotten me incredibly worked up and I could feel the wetness running down my thigh. Sucking Ronald's cock had been the nastiest, dirtiest, hottest, kinkiest, thing I had ever done in my life and now I needed to finish the job with a nice girly orgasm or two, which I was certain Ronald would provide any moment now.

When I started to cum for the first time that night I closed my eyes and leaned forward hoping that Fred would kiss me. He did and I have never enjoyed a kiss so much. I never touched Julie when she was being fucked by someone else but I desperately wanted Fred to touch me. His erect penis was just below me and I thought about trying to bend down enough to take it in my mouth when Ronald put a stop to any of those plans by grabbing my hair and yanking my head away from my spouse's lips.

"You're mine tonight, baby," he reminded me. "I own you."

I guess he sort of did, in a way. He hadn't paid for this, other than buying me a drink, and I had never met the man before in my life, but his utter dominance of my body and my senses gave him a sort of temporary license, I suppose. He was definitely the bull in the room and I suppose Fred and I both knew it. This was an alpha male with a capital "A" stamped on his chest like some superhero.

I'm not sure why that was so appealing. I suppose confidence and power are always kind of sexy, and Ronald certainly had plenty of both. Of course I had a type of power that came from having money but I really couldn't buy a body like that or a cock that big. I had landed a beautiful wife, in part because I could afford to support her in whatever sort of a lifestyle she desired, but Ronald could meet her in a bar and be fucking her within an hour. Or fucking me, at any rate. And boy was he ever fucking me!

"Oh, my God, baby...oh, my...oh...oh...oh...yes..." I babbled as my words sort of trailed off and I went back to whimpering.

Fred just smiled at me and kept stroking himself. How was he able to keep it up? I couldn't have done that.

Ronald was no less amazing in his stamina, especially considering how hard he was working and how long I had been blowing him before we got in this position, but eventually he succumbed to the inevitable and I felt him blasting his hot jizz into my pussy. My legs were shaking and I felt like a total wreck. It was a good thing that I had the chair to hang onto or I probably would have fallen flat on my face.

When Ronald was done he simply pulled out, put his clothes on, and headed for the door.

"That was fun. We should do it again sometime," he said as he reached for the doorknob to show himself out before turning back. "You have a lovely home, by the way."

Then he was gone. I looked down and realized that Fred had finally ejaculated in his hand, but I hadn't even noticed when it happened. I was lost in my own little world I guess. I got on my knees in front of the chair and licked his cock as clean as I could.

"Does it always feel that good?" I asked, still on my knees in front of the chair.

"I take it you enjoyed yourself," Fred said with a chuckle.

"That's putting it mildly. That was incredible!"

"I thought you might enjoy it."

"How about you? Was it fun watching me?"

"Yeah, it was. Much more fun than I had anticipated, but you certainly helped in that regard. That look of utter bliss and unrestrained lust was pretty damn sexy. And you do look good with a dick in your mouth."

"You mean you do," I pointed out. "I was just your stunt double."

"Well I'm glad it's working out so well for both of us. There was no way to tell for sure whether this swapping thing was a good idea, but I feel much better about it now."

"So do I. And thank you, again. I never had any idea what sex as a woman was like."

"Would you like another taste?" asked Fred. "Or are you all tired out from all that huge cock?"

"Of course I want another taste. That was just an appetizer."

We made incredible love that night. I know that male chastity is sometimes part of the hotwife experience but that wasn't really our thing. I was just riding a buzz of sexual excitement anyway and probably would have fucked anyone and everyone available that night. Dressing up in those sexy clothes, and flirting with a strange man at the bar, then bringing him home and having him bang the hell out of me...it was more amazing than I could ever have imagined. I was hot. I was desirable. I made men hard. Whatever I had accomplished in life before I had done by being clever and good with math. Profitable, but hardly sexy. It was such a kick to have a chance to be on the other side of the fence. To be the object of someone else's fantasies. It should have been terrible. It was completely wrong of Julie to force this on me without my knowledge or consent, but I couldn't really complain. It was just too much fun.


CHAPTER 8:

"Oh, shit, I forgot...I invited the guys over to watch the game this weekend. Maybe you should call and cancel. Tell them you're sick or something," I suggested.

"Why do that? Hanging with guys might be fun," Fred replied

"Really? You'd want to do that?"

"It might be interesting to see what really goes on when you boys get together."

"It's not all that exciting, really," I told him.

"Oh, but it will be this time."

Those words sent shivers down my spine. I knew Fred was up to something but I wasn't quite sure what it was yet. I suspected that Fred had more on his mind than drinking beer and watching TV with my buddies and I was quite correct.

"You're crazy! I can't do that," I protested when I was finally told of Fred's dirty plans.

"Of course you can. It'll be fun," he insisted.

Fred's idea was to dress me up as a cheerleader, have me serve drinks and snacks throughout the game, and make my body available to anyone and everyone assembled to basically do with as they liked. It was a line I had no desire to cross.

"But they're my friends," I protested.

"I thought that was preferable to being with a stranger and that worked out just fine," Fred pointed out.

"That was never what I meant. I mean, these guys will know that I share my wife."

"So? You do share your wife. Are you ashamed of that?"

"No, not ashamed, exactly. It's just not something that I've ever mentioned."

"This is a great way to get the word around."

"But they'll all want to fuck you once you're back to being yourself," I suggested.

"Okay. They probably all want to fuck me already. I've seen the looks I get. Just because we do this once doesn't mean it has to become some regular event," Fred replied.

"But I know these guys as a guy myself. Once I'm a guy again I'll know that they all fucked me," I said, starting to sound a little whinny.

"That sounds kind of hot. And remember, they won't know that they fucked you. They'll all think that they fucked me. That's assuming that they all want to fuck me."

"I'm sure they do," I said rather sadly, knowing it was very true.

"So what better way to score points with your buddies? How many men would be secure enough to share their wife like that? They won't look down on you for it, they'll be appreciative. You can probably milk it for all kinds of favors down the line. Who's going to refuse to loan you their boat when you let them fuck your wife?"

Fred was probably right about that, not that I was aware of my friends owning any boats that I wanted to borrow. I guess that was the first thing that popped into his head. And they never would know, or even suspect, that it was really me in that cheerleader outfit. It would be kind of a nasty little secret. It might be interesting to see how they actually behaved if presented with such an opportunity. I was curious to know who would jump right in and who might hold back. They were mostly married men and I doubted that they all had quite the same open relationship that my wife and I had. Even if they wanted to do it they might be afraid that their wives would hear about it and give them hell. Julie was probably already the object of some suspicion, jealousy, and gossip just for being so gorgeous and sexy.

After a little more fuss I was finally convinced, as I knew that I would be. I might never look at my friends again the same way after this but I had a feeling that I would never look at much of anything the same way again so why should this be different?


CHAPTER 9:

The cheerleader costume that Fred came up with was about as sexy and revealing as humanly possible. The pleated skirt was only a couple of inches long, which covered just about nothing and of course I wasn't allowed to wear anything under it. The top was kind of like a pushup bra that fit quite snugly and revealed the outline of my nipples as clear as day. At least the shoes were comfortable.

When the big day arrived I was terrified, but horny. Just looking at myself in the mirror in that outfit got me pretty excited. I knew it was technically my own reflection but it still looked like Julie to me. I'm not sure how I would have felt if this had happened a week ago and Julie had suggested dressing up like this in front of my friends. I'm sure I would have ultimately gone along with it, like I went along with everything, but I wasn't sure whether it was better or worse that I was the one doing the entertaining. I loved seeing Julie with other men but after what I had experienced so far I couldn't help but be a little excited by the prospect of some sort of a gangbang, even if it was with my best buddies.

I still half expected them to chicken out when confronted with such an extreme sexual situation. It was one thing to lust after another man's wife from afar, it was quite another to actually whip your dick out in front of other people and engage in some sort of an orgy.

After everyone was assembled in the den, which had the largest TV and a well-stocked bar, Fred stood up and made an announcement.

"Gentlemen, I know this is usually a guy's only event but this time I thought we might spice it up a little. My lovely wife Julie will be available to serve your every need and desire. And I do mean your every need and desire," he said just before I made my grand entrance.

I sort of expected catcalls or whistles or cheers or something when I came in the room but instead I was met with stony silence. I looked around and saw an expression of bewilderment on a lot of faces. Maybe they thought this was some kind of a trap, or a test set up by their wives to see who was unfaithful. Maybe it just seemed too good to be true. Or maybe I was right that they were all too chicken to take advantage of their deepest fantasy when it was dropped right in their laps.

"Hi guys," I said pleasantly with a little wave.

That at least got a polite response from the gang. I wondered if I was going to have to do a striptease to get their attention or something, but there was no need to be impatient. This was an unusual situation for everyone so it might just take a little getting used to. Besides, I had so little on there wasn't much to strip out of.

"Anybody want a beer?" I inquired.

Pretty much everybody did so I busied myself fetching the drinks as I wondered what the hell I was doing in this situation and what the hell was going through the minds of my friends. If nothing happened it would solve the problem of having to face my pals later with the secret knowledge that we had fornicated, but if nothing happened I would also feel kind of rejected and let down. If a girl couldn't get laid dressed like this there was something wrong with the world.

"What's the gag, Fred?" I heard someone ask as I was grabbing beers from the fridge.

"No gag. I just thought I'd do something nice for my pals," Fred replied. "Of course I can tell her to leave if you'd rather keep this a men only affair."

"No, no!" several guys responded rather urgently, which put a smile on my face.

When I came back and began serving drinks I was naturally compelled to bend over a little to hand them to the recipients. I probably bent over a little more than I actually needed to but I could feel many eyes burning on my butt.

For the first half hour or so things went kind of slowly. I brought drinks and served snacks and made sure the chips and salsa were constantly replenished but so far I had only been eye candy, with one exception. Gordon Miller had actually grabbed one of my butt cheeks when I bent over and given it a little squeeze. It surprised me that he was the first to be so bold as Gordon was not the one I figured to be doing much grab ass. He was an old friend from my software development days and a bit of a computer geek. He was also happily married, as far as I knew, and had three kids and lived a pretty conservative lifestyle. Maybe that's why he was the first one to cop a feel. He probably needed it more.

If I had been betting on who would have been the most aggressive I would have put my money on Steve Parker. He was a newer friend from the neighborhood. Ruggedly good-looking he had been a jock in high school and college, was divorced, and had a reputation for being good with the ladies. At least he didn't seem to lack for female companionship. What he did with them on his dates I had no way of knowing. Surprisingly he seemed somewhat more interested in the game than my luscious body. Maybe that came from being a jock. Or maybe he just needed it less.

Eventually I took the bull by the horns and plunked myself down in between Harold Winters and Paul Marconi. It was a bit of a tight squeeze on the smaller sofa but that was fine for what I had in mind. After we watched the game for a few minutes I took Harold's hand and placed it on my left breast and Paul's on my right. They figured out pretty quickly that it was okay to do a little groping so I was groped.

While that was going on I put a hand in each of their laps. I was pleased to discover that they were both hard as a rock. I rubbed them though their pants for a little while before pulling my boobs out of my stretchy top. Paul just kept on groping but Harold twisted around so that he could suck on my nipple, which was a pleasant surprise. It was certainly the most bold move anyone had made so far.

With my bare breasts out on display I figured it was time to kick it all up a notch so down went their zippers and out came their cocks. I glanced at Fred who was grinning from ear to ear, and around the room, where I had suddenly become more interesting than the game. I was flattered. These guys were really into their sports. Apparently they were really into my titties as well.

Once again my expectations were kind of turned upside down. I had guessed that neither Paul nor Harold were especially well-endowed, and would have pegged Paul as the bigger of the two, but they were both rather nicely equipped, and if anything Harold was a tiny bit more nicely equipped. He was certainly thicker.

Now this was exactly the kind of thing that I had worried about. I had honestly never thought about the size or shape of my friend's dicks before. I had no reason to. I didn't have any locker room experiences with them or gone skinny dipping in the old watering hole. Obviously I knew that they were men and that they had male packages, but that was as much as I needed to know. Now I was not only thinking about them, and trying to guess what they might be like, I was stroking two of them at the same time and thinking about how nice they would probably feel inside me. I wasn't sure whether I would ever be able to completely shake those thoughts from my head, but it was too late now to stop.

All of sudden Steve made his move. He casually wandered over and stood right in front of me. Then he unfastened his pants and pulled out an incredibly massive pole. I stared wide-eyed, and I think I might have even let out a little gasp.

"Well, honey, are you just going to look at it or are you going to suck it?" asked Steve flatly.

I was going to suck it.


CHAPTER 10:

I wondered how Paul and Harold felt about the intrusion. We had a nice little thing going and Steve just kind of barged in and crashed the party. I was guessing that they were probably a little surprised, as I was, and perhaps a bit intimidated by both his aggression and his size, although as I said before neither one of them was hurting in the penis department. Still Steve was sending off that vibe that said that he had the biggest dick in the room and he wasn't shy at all about using it. Even if he hadn't been that large I would have still be dying to blow him just for the way he approached me.

I couldn't very well leave my pals hanging so I continued to jack off Harold and Paul, who continued to play with my tits, while I opened my mouth and bent forward a bit to receive Steve's manhood. It didn't really strike me right away that I was actively involved in group sex but with a cock in each hand, and one in my mouth the realization hit me pretty soon. It was all so surreal.

Much like Ronald, Steve didn't really require me to demonstrate much BJ technique. He grabbed my head and started to throat fuck me so I was soon slurping, glurping, and gurgling again as I choked down another massive hard on.

Harold blew his wad, and Paul wasn't far behind him so they graciously squeezed off of the couch and let two others take their place. I couldn't really even see who it was but it didn't matter. They had their dicks out and I grabbed them as Steve continued to make me feel like a sword swallower in the circus.

Suddenly I had another horrible thought. What if I suddenly changed back right here in front of everybody? I had been asleep when I was turned into Julie so I had no idea how the process worked or how long it took, and she had no idea how long it would last. She said it might only be a day or two but it was getting close to a week now and I wondered if I was a ticking time bomb of manhood. What if we swapped back while Steve's cock was still down my throat? That would be a little hard to explain.

I thought about calling the whole thing off, just to be on the safe side, but that was my brain talking and it could barely be heard over the screams of lust coming from my body. I was on fire and I knew I was just getting warmed up. So what if these were my friends? It was hard to get more friendly than we were at the moment.

Not that I'm trying to hold anything back but things start to get a little hazy in my mind. I remember sitting on my college roommate's lap, bouncing up and down on his cock while he squeezed my tits. As a couple of computer nerds this would have been our wildest fantasy, although not with either one of us doing the cock riding. He was still single, and kind of shy, so I was glad to give him a nice treat like this to savor, not that it wasn't a treat for me as well.

I think taking four guys at once was the maximum level I attained that afternoon. There was a time where I was standing up, bent over, sucking off whatever cock was in front of me and jacking off two more as someone else fucked me from behind. That drove me to the brink of insanity I think. I was overloaded in so many ways. There was cum all over my body; some of it mine, most of it not. Once the ball got rolling all the inhibitions and apprehension just vanished from the room and I was a fuck puppet being passed from one man to the next and back again.

I really wanted to connect with Fred, the way I had done with Ronald, but it just wasn't possible. He didn't join in and he didn't even stroke himself, that I was aware of. He just smiled and watched. Well, there was a lot to look at I've got to say.

The game ended and nobody had the slightest idea who won or what the score had been. I considered that a major victory on my part. Sports are always more fun when you participate, especially when it's sport fucking.

As the party wound down I slipped off to the bathroom for a desperately needed pee and to clean myself up a little. I would want to soak in a hot tub for quite a while later, but my hands were damn sticky. I had somehow managed to keep my cheerleader outfit on the whole time so I simply stuck my boobs back in my top and straightened my tiny little skirt. I needed to say goodbye to the fellows after everything we had just gone through.

On my way back to the den I was cornered by Steve, who sort of pressed me up against the wall. Suddenly he pulled my tits back out and began to massage them. I was going to tell him that the party was over but he spoke first.

"I want to see you again...alone, without your husband watching, and I know you want it too so do whatever you have to do to make that happen," he instructed.

"I don't know Steve..." I started to interject.

His hand clamped on my crotch and his fingers began to fondle my pussy and clit. My pulse had finally come back to normal but now it was racing a mile a minute again.

"I know you want to feel my big cock inside your pussy," he said as he started to finger bang me a little more aggressively.

I moaned softly and looked at him, trying to find the will to be angry or displeased but failing miserably. I just felt horny.

"Or maybe you want it up here," he suggested as he stuck a finger up my ass, which made me start to cum on the spot. "Tell me what you want."

"I want your big cock," I replied very softly.

"Where?"

"Wherever you want to put it."

"Even up your ass?"

"Yes, even up my ass."

"Dirty little bitch," he chuckled. "I knew you'd say that."

Then we kissed quite deeply before he tucked my boobs back in my top and turned me around to face the den.

"Now run along little girl and say goodbye to your friends. Just remember that the sooner you make it happen the sooner you'll have me inside you again."

With that he gave my ass a slap and I stumbled off back to the den wondering what the hell was the matter with me. I was actually a couple of years older than Steve, and Julie was too, for that matter, but I felt sort of like a helpless little girl the way he talked to me and took me so easily. I could see now that his reputation as a lady's man was quite justified. He saw what he wanted and he wasn't afraid to go for it. It might not work on everybody but it sure as hell worked on me.


CHAPTER 11:

I thought that the party had gone extremely well but the encounter with Steve was a potential cluster fuck. Steve had no idea that he was telling me that he wanted to have an affair with my wife behind my back, because he thought I was my wife, which I was when he made the proposition. That made me a little wary of Steve. Obviously it wasn't enough that I, or in this case the other Fred, was willing to share his wife with his pals, Steve wanted Julie all to himself. As Fred that annoyed me. As Julie I was flattered and thought it was hotter than hell. Does that make sense?

What if I made a secret date with Steve but turned back into Fred before then? I'd have to tell my wife what I had done and she would have to either cancel the date or go through with it. It would probably serve me right if she did go through with it, although I had no idea whether she found Steve as attractive as I did. Either way she would know that I had been willing to sleep around behind her back, and that wasn't something I was anxious to reveal.

If I didn't turn back into Fred first and went ahead and had an affair with Steve I would probably still have to tell Julie at some point. Maybe I could insist to Steve that it was a one-time thing, and that he should never bring it up again, but I had a feeling that I would completely crumble if he refused to go along with that. I sort of got the feeling that he wanted to make me his bitch and that being offered someone's wife wasn't as good as simply taking his wife whenever he wanted to.

That meant I had to cancel, or more accurately, simply not schedule such a coupling. I didn't think he was likely to press the issue or call to find out why I hadn't set something up. That would make him seem anxious, or even desperate, and it was obvious that a big part of the thrill for him was dictating the terms and having me scramble to fulfill them. God that turned me on. I could never be a guy like that but I could sure be with a guy who was.

But I loved my wife, or husband, depending on who was who at the moment, and I had no desire to be unfaithful. That might sound funny, having just been gangbanged, but that was Fred's idea and he was there, hopefully enjoying himself in the process. Fred obviously wouldn't mind that I had sex with Steve but we had rules. If I said that I wanted Steve to come over and fuck me while Fred watched I'm sure he'd be cool with it. And I used to let Julie go out on dates, but I always knew about it and she always told me the details later. Maybe that was my out. I could tell Fred that Steve wanted to fuck me but he wanted to do it in private. If Fred gave his blessing I could keep my date with Steve and then tell him all about it when I got home. If Fred objected then I'd just drop it.

Unfortunately I didn't want to drop it. I really wanted Steve to fuck me, even in the ass if that's what he wanted. If I told Fred in advance and he objected it would make it even worse if I went ahead and did it behind his back.

How had I come to this point so quickly? I didn't ask to be a woman. Had I been asked I would have politely declined. Perhaps not even so politely. Once I was a woman I had no burning desire to have sex with men...until I did it and found the desire burning brightly. When it was suggested that I fuck my friends I was reluctant, to say the least, but once it started I was the life of the party. Now I was seriously contemplating having an affair with one of those friends behind my spouse's back. I'd had a pussy for less than a week but it was already controlling my brain more than my cock ever had in a lifetime of being male.

I should have been born a woman, I thought, but of course I only meant that if I had been born looking at least somewhere near as attractive as Julie. Of course maybe that wouldn't have mattered to me so much and I would have accepted whatever I looked like as the lottery of fate, the same as I did with my male appearance. And a woman can do a lot to improve her appearance so even a Plain Jane can become pretty hot if she knows how to spruce up. Not to mention the cosmetic surgery options you have if you've got the money.

Of course women had kind of a hard time being accepted in my field and for all I know I might never have even gone into it. Girls aren't always encouraged to take math and science classes and I might not have even been all that interested in computers.

I guess I was thinking that being female might suit my temperament and personality better. When a man is less assertive than his wife he's often looked down upon for it and called "hen-pecked" or "pussy-whipped" or something. It's definitely seen as a sign of male weakness. Since I had been living as Julie I didn't have any of those lingering doubts about my masculinity because I didn't have any masculinity to worry about. If my husband had a more dominant personality it just sort of seemed more appropriate somehow, even if that was really old-fashioned thinking.

And I was obviously very sexually attracted to powerful and aggressive men. It made my heart race and my pussy drip. I never really got aroused when Julie talked me into something I didn't really want to do, I just felt sort of resigned to it. When guys like Ronald or Steve, or even Fred, ordered me to do something I got a serious rush from it and wanted nothing more than to please them.

Perhaps the biggest reason that I sort of thought I'd be better off had I been born female was the fact that I obviously found men so very attractive and appealing. It was kind of crazy, since I was married to such a fantastically beautiful wife, and still thought women were hot, but there was no denying how much I craved male attention and approval, and lusted long and hard for their bodies.

After a lot of soul searching I finally came to my senses. Well, not enough to blow off the whole Steve idea, but enough to at least tell Fred about it.

"That's very interesting," said Fred once he heard about Steve's sordid proposition. "How do you feel about it?"

"Well, speaking as Fred I feel kind of shitty that Steve would be willing to sneak around behind my back and have an affair with my wife, but speaking as you, I have to confess that I'm pretty turned on by the whole concept," I replied as truthfully as possible.

"Then you should do it. Steve's a pretty good-looking guy and I had no idea his dick was so big."

"I didn't either, but now that I know it's kind of hard not to think about it," I said with a slight smile.

"Hey, I've been out with lots of men when you weren't there. I'm just really glad you told me about this. We've always had that kind of a relationship. There's no reason Steve needs to know that you told me if it turns him on to think he's doing something sneaky. But I definitely want to hear every little detail when you come home. Now let's figure out what you should wear for your big date night."


CHAPTER 12:

Living alone it was the most convenient option to go to Steve's place, although I sort of suspected that he would rather come to our house and fuck me in our bed while Fred was away. Perhaps the fear of potentially getting caught added to the thrill for him, but he didn't seem disappointed that I wanted to meet at his place. If he had insisted on coming here I would have done it, of course, and even toyed with the idea of suggesting it so that Fred could hide in the closet and listen to us or something, but that seemed all too elaborate and kind of ridiculous. I could spread my legs for Steve on his bed just as easily as my own.

I didn't know whether our "date" would actually include any sort of social activity that might require going out in public but I dressed up as the proper hotwife on the prowl anyway, just in case. If we just went straight for the bedroom I wasn't wearing much that would get in the way or that couldn't easily be removed.

When I got to his house on the appointed evening I checked my makeup in the car mirror and then straightened my very tight dress once I was out of the car. My legs actually felt a little shaky for some reason. I hadn't been on a date with anyone in years, aside from with my wife, and I actually felt kind of nervous about it. I suppose I also felt nervous about the fact that this was a friend of mine. Being served up to my buddies as a snack item had seemed less intimate and personal because everyone was involved and at times I really didn't even know who was doing what to me. This was quite different. I was willing to fool around with the other guys but I really wanted to fool around with Steve, even though he was an asshole who thought he was causing me to sneak out on my husband for him.

"Well, don't you look nice," Steve said with a grin as he greeted me at the door. "But then you always do."

Once the door was closed he took me in his arms and we kissed. The casual way that he was dressed made me think that our date would be conducted entirely in his home, but that was fine with me, especially now that I was feeling his embrace. I didn't need any warm up or small talk. I was here to fuck.

"Did you have any trouble getting out?" he asked.

"No, not too much. We've got plenty of time," I replied.

"Good, because I've got plenty of things that I want to do to you and I don't want to be rushed."

If a total stranger had said that I might have let my morbid imagination run wild and worried that he was planning to chain me to the bed and dismember me with a butcher's knife or something, but I knew that what Steve wanted to "do to me" would most likely be something that I would want to have done.

We did have a drink first, and made a little small talk. I think maybe he figured that I'd need to loosen up a bit. I was nervous, but not in the way he probably assumed that I was. It was all such a strange feeling to be in this familiar house around this familiar man but do so as my wife instead of myself. There was still time to back out, but I knew that wouldn't happen. This was what I wanted, I might as well stick around and get it now that I was here.

"I was a bit surprised to find out that Fred was into that whole hotwife thing," said Steve as he freshened my glass. "Though I imagine a guy like that would have a hard time keeping a woman like you satisfied."

"It's not like that at all," I said, defending my manhood. "We have a terrific sex life. He's just secure enough to share me with other men. He's very generous that way."

"Well my ex-wife certainly wasn't that generous. Ironically I never cheated on her, but she was so convinced that I was that she started screwing around all the time. Then I figured if I was going to do the time I might as well do the crime and started screwing around myself, until we both finally realized that it was kind of ridiculous to keep our marriage going."

Steve had already been divorced when I met him and he had never talked much about his marriage other than to make a disparaging remark about his ex every now and then, or crack a joke at her expense. I guess maybe he felt like he could open up to a woman more easily or something. I had always sort of assumed that his wife had caught him in bed with another woman and kicked him out but it sounded like her jealous paranoia may have been at the root of their failed marriage, assuming that he wasn't just bullshitting me.

It kind of made me look at Steve in a slightly different light. I could understand how he might have a jaded and cynical view of marriage, and possibly even a low opinion of female fidelity, and it also sort of explained why he might feel the need to assert his manhood so aggressively. It must have been hard for a guy like Steve to deal with the fact that his wife was cheating while he was faithful. It actually made me want to fuck him all the more, which was probably not a good thing in the long run.

I had come here expected to get my hair pulled and my ass slapped and probably be called a bunch of dirty names, and that might still be in the offing, but I was hoping to think of Steve as just a macho alpha male who couldn't be trusted who would make me a notch on his bedpost and then go looking for new pussy. I figured that for a guy like that the thrill was really in the idea that he had conquered another man's woman, but once he had he would need to find someone else to conquer. But when I saw the sadness in his eyes when he talked about his failed marriage it kind of got to me. He had been a friend before, but really more of a casual acquaintance. Someone you'd invite to your 4th of July barbecue but wouldn't bare your soul with. Despite the swagger of his exterior I thought I could sense a little vulnerability there. God, was I developing some kind of "female intuition" or something? I just wanted to get laid.

When we finished our drinks we went up to the bedroom and Steve got me out of my dress as we kissed. Since I hadn't worn any underwear I was clad in only my stockings. Soon Steve was clad in absolutely nothing and I let my hands kind of explore his hard body.

"Get on your back on the bed and put your knees so that you can pull your legs back as far as they can go," Steve instructed.

I did as I was told and took a good long look at his very nice body as he approached the bed and got up on it with me. I had expected him to get on top of me and put his cock in my pussy. Instead he sort of stretched out on his stomach and started to lick my snatch. That was a surprise, but a rather pleasant one. I wondered what other surprises might be in store.


CHAPTER 13:

It was funny to have known someone for a while, like I knew Steve, but to only know him in a totally different context. It was sort of like people in your life fit into specific roles and you tended to only think of them in that capacity. Your golf partner. Your drinking buddy. Your business associate. Your neighbor. Your wife. Sometimes one person might be a combination of those things, but they usually still stayed true to the script. You knew what to expect from them, whether it was a hot temper, or a tendency to get drunk and sloppy, or whatever. If you knew them well enough or long enough you probably saw them at their best and their worst. What I never expected to see was Steve's head buried in my muff while he licked and fingered my pussy.

It was nice having your pussy licked, especially by someone who was good at it, like Fred was. Of course Fred usually had a pussy so he obviously knew what worked and what didn't. Steve was not as skilled but I appreciated the gesture and any pussy licking is probably better than no pussy licking at all I figured. He was certainly getting me wet, which was the main thing I suppose.

Once he had done his duty down there for a sufficient amount of time he assumed the position above me that I had expected him to take right away. I liked seeing him on top of me like that because I could look at his face and see the muscles in his arms bulging as he supported himself above me.

"I wanted you from the first time I saw you," he said as he prepared to push his cock inside me.

I imagined that was true. I think most men wanted my wife the first time they saw her...and probably every other time after that. Yet lying there with my legs pulled back waiting for him to penetrate me I appreciated the compliment, even if the "me" he first saw was really someone else. He certainly wanted me now and I wanted him. A moment later I got him.

"Oh," I said softly as I felt him sink his shaft slowly in as far as it could go in this position.

At least I assumed it was as far as it could go because it had gone pretty damn deep. I looked in his eyes and thought I saw a little of that sadness again, for some reason, but what the hell did I know about reading someone's eyes? It was probably just the look he got when he was fucking some piece of ass like me.

"Piece of ass" was really a pretty disparaging thing to say about someone, and he hadn't said it yet, but I don't think I would have minded if he did. I had a perfectly good relationship with my spouse so I didn't need to be romanced here. In fact, the more he made me feel like a whore the easier it would be to dismiss the whole thing as just meaningless sex. But those eyes. Those damn eyes! There seemed to be something in them. Maybe not sadness. Maybe more like longing. He had probably been very much in love with his wife when he married her, and hearing me talk about how strong and open my marriage was probably struck a chord or a nerve with him.

Jesus, why was I over-thinking this so much? I was here for cock. Cock, cock, cock. That's all I wanted. Steve was nothing more than a fleshy dildo with legs. He was a jerk who thought I was screwing around behind my husband, his friend's, back.

"You're so incredibly beautiful," he said as he started to thrust a little faster.

"Do you really think so?" I replied, hating myself for the words that had escaped my lips.

"Of course. Everyone does. You must know that. If you didn't you got a pretty good idea from that party the other day."

"I liked the way you just walked up to me and shoved your cock in my face. At the start I was afraid that no one was going to have the balls to actually do anything. But you did. And they're very nice balls, too. I got a pretty good look at them when you were throat fucking me."

"I hope you didn't mind that," he said.

"Not at all. But I'd like to show you what I can do when I have a little more freedom to use my hands and move my head around," I suggested.

"You will. Later. We've got plenty of time and at the moment I'm exactly where I want to be."

"So am I. Believe me, so am I."

I had never been a "player" as a man, and wasn't sure exactly how one played a woman, but I knew that there were men with far more experience and skill who knew how to use all of the weapons at their disposal on a woman. I had always been Julie's devoted husband, and tried to do whatever she wanted me to do, but I only did what felt natural and instinctive to me. It never crossed my mind that I might shake it up and throw her a curve every once in a while, just to keep things fresh and interesting. She knew me like the back of her hand, but I wondered what Steve really wanted from me, and how hard he was willing to get it. He already knew that every hole in my body was an open door for his pleasure, but he seemed to be acting like he needed to win me over, or something, yet it was obvious that he felt totally in charge of the situation. It puzzled me, but that just made me even more aroused.

"I knew you'd want to do this," Steve added in between grunts.

"Well, it was pretty obvious that I'm kind of wild," I said jokingly.

"No, it was the look in your eyes when you saw my hard cock in your face for the first time."

Damn eyes! Why did they have to be the window to the soul? It made me think that maybe I should start wearing sunglasses more often.

"Oh, come on, of course I was going to look at your cock. You stuck it right in my face," I teased.

"You didn't just look at it, you hungered for it."

"I suppose I did," I admitted. "It was awfully tasty-looking."

"I know everyone says size doesn't matter, but be honest. Don't you really prefer having a big cock inside you?"

"It definitely has its advantages," I replied diplomatically.

"It's perfectly natural. Just like men are drawn to women with large breasts. We can't help it. It's in our DNA."

I hadn't really expected to have a conversation about deoxyribonucleic acid with Steve this evening, but I remembered enough from my old college science classes to know that he was basically correct. Humans were instinctively drawn to partners who seemed virile and fertile. Good breeders, in other words. And while most men didn't consciously think about a woman's big tits as being good for nursing children, it was always there in the back of the mind. And while most women probably had no desire to get knocked up on a one-night-stand the urge to have a man cum inside her pussy was a pretty powerful genetic impulse.

It was funny that I felt more in tune with this as a woman, even when having a meaningless hookup. As a man I had only ejaculated inside of my wife, and while we hadn't chosen to have children yet, it was a perfectly logical thing for a married couple to think about. Fred had made damn sure that I religiously stuck to Julie's birth control pill routine so it wasn't likely that any of these hotwife excursions was going to get anybody in trouble, but I felt kind of warm inside thinking of myself as the receptacle of a man's seed.

I think if I really was Julie I might want to have a baby someday, even if it did sound painful and kind of frightening, not that I'd ever push her for that. It was one of those magical and kind of mysterious things about women that always made me curious. It was just such an amazing thought that a person could carry around another human life inside them.

At the moment the only thing inside me was Steve's huge cock, which was just fine with me. I wasn't really Julie and I wasn't ever going to have a baby, but I could enjoy having a stud fuck me senseless for as long as this spell lasted. That seemed more than sufficient, especially as I began to cum for the first time that night.


CHAPTER 14:

"That's it, baby. Ride it like the dirty little slut you are!"

Things had progressed throughout the evening and I was now perched on Steve's pelvis as he lay on his back on the bed, propped up with some pillows behind his back. I was facing him and bouncing merrily up and down on his fabulous dick while he grabbed for my swinging boobs and tried to get them in his grasp.

On my back things had been much more soft and romantic, whether I was getting my pussy licked, or being fucked, but we had moved on to some other positions and some rougher treatment. I was enjoying both ways quite a lot, but this was more the kind of action I had been expecting from the start.

"I am a dirty little slut," I cried. "And you're such a big hard stud you know just what to do with me."

"Damn right I do."

With that he hoisted me off of his prick and shoved me face down on the mattress. A moment later he had sprung up and grabbed me by the waist, pulling my ass into the air. I was totally caught off guard by the suddenness of the move and thrilled to see what was going to happen next, although I had a pretty strong suspicion I already knew.

"I'm going to fuck you in the ass, bitch. What do you think of that?" he sort of sneered.

"I think you should fuck me wherever you want," I replied.

"Do you want it up your ass?"

"Yes," I found myself saying very, very softly, but without hesitation.

"Well, tell me."

"I want it up my ass," I said a little louder.

"I'm not convinced."

"I want you to fuck my tight little asshole with your great bog cock Steve...please."

"That's more like it," he said with a chuckle as he mounted me from behind and I felt the tip of his dick at the opening of my anus.

I had never fucked Julie in the ass, though I had seen other men do it to her and she always seemed to enjoy it. I had no idea what it would feel like but I figured it might hurt a little. At the moment I didn't care. As Julie I found that I just got so horny sometimes that I couldn't really control myself. I was drunk on orgasms. I was twitching with anticipation. If Steve wanted to fuck me in the ass then that was exactly what I wanted him to do.

"Oh, fucking hell!" I let out in a prolonged gasp as his cock plowed into my butt.

He was so big and my asshole was so small that it just didn't seem scientifically possible for it to fit in there but it was in there now and I was kind of freaking out. If I felt a sense of fullness having a cock in my pussy this was more like feeling stuffed to the gills. I managed to get a hand down between my legs and started to rub my clit which sent me into orgasmic overdrive.

"Fuck...fuck...fuck," I moaned with each thrust.

"You're such a little whore, aren't you?"

"Fuck...fuck...fuck."

"I'll bet you've been thinking about this ever since I stuck a finger up your ass in the hallway."

"Yes...fuck...fuck."

"I'll bet your husband's never fucked you in the ass."

"No...fuck...fuck."

"I didn't think so."

I thought it was a little weird that Steve had given any thought at all to the question of whether I ever performed anal sex on my wife but I was in no condition to get too introspective on the subject at the moment. He had his cock way up my ass and I was practically in tears as my own cum dripped all over my hand, which was now busily engaged in fingering my pussy frantically.

He actually didn't last terribly long in there, but it was the third time he had cum that night so I could hardly blame him. I had taken his first load in my pussy, the second in my mouth, and now he was finishing in my ass. It was like a hat trick or the sexual Triple Crown I thought. I was sure that he had planned it that way from the start. I could still taste him on my tongue and as he pulled out I could feel his cum seeping from my ass. It was like he had left his mark on me in every way possible.

We lay next to each other for a while, not saying much, mostly trying to capture our breath. It was getting pretty late and I knew I should go home. Fred would be waiting to hear a full report and I had a lot to report on.

"You're not just beautiful, baby...you're one fantastic lay," said Steve after I announced that I was going home.

"I'm sure you say that to all the girls," I joked.

"Probably. But this time it's true."

"Well, you're pretty fantastic, too...but I'm guessing that you already knew that."

"You never get tired of hearing it," he said with a laugh. "I know we're going to have even more fun next time."

"Oh, Steve I don't think that's likely to happen," I said as I tried to wiggle back into my tight dress. "You're Fred's friend, and I'm his wife, and we're very happily married...despite appearances to the contrary."

"You say that now, but you'll change your mind. You'll think about how good I made you feel and you'll want to feel that way again."

"We'll see."

He didn't bother getting dressed to escort me to the door so we just stood and kissed in the doorway for a time before I finally dragged myself away from his embrace and got in my car. My ass felt a little sore, and I worried that his cum might still be leaking from my anus and spill on the seat, but I didn't worry about it. That was an occupational hazard of being a hotwife who ran around without any panties I figured. I'd come out and clean it up tomorrow if I had to.

I dutifully told Fred every dirty little thing that had happened, which was a surprisingly hot thing to do, especially since he was masturbating while I did it. I couldn't really tell what he was thinking. So much for my female intuition I guess. He was getting his rocks off so it must have been somewhat pleasing for him, but I wondered what was really going on in his mind beyond the surface level gratification.

I think I made it sound like it was pretty good, which is definitely was, which made me a little nervous because Fred was really Julie and I might be encouraging her to try it herself once she was back in her own body. I guess I didn't really mind. It would be kind of funny to know that we had both fucked the same man, although we could already say that about Fred. This was kind of different.

If she did fuck him at least she already knew what had transpired so she wouldn't be surprised when he tried to shove his cock up her butt or anything. I wondered whether Steve would notice any difference at all. It was the same body he had filled with his jizz but it would be a different person inside that body.

I suppose my biggest worry was that Julie would fall in love with him. Well, my second biggest worry, I guess. My biggest worry was that I would.


CHAPTER 15:

Julie didn't seem to have many close friends. Perhaps her looks were a little intimidating to other women, or maybe they feared that she would fuck their husbands, or something. Of course she had fucked their husbands now, but that was really me that fucked them, and somehow I didn't think that the distinction would mean very much. I'm sure Julie would have gotten around to fucking them eventually anyway.

She did have a luncheon date planned with a couple of her friends, Sally and Amanda, and Fred insisted that I keep the date. In all honesty I was more frightened of that than I had been dressing up like a cheerleader and being gangbanged by all my buddies. I didn't know these women at all and had no idea what they talked about, or what they were interested in, or how I would possibly be able to fit in with them believably.

Much to my relief they were both very nice, and very pretty, and very talkative. It was pretty easy to just listen most of the time and jump in with an occasional remark that seemed appropriate. Apparently Amanda was going through a messy divorce that was dragging out and costing a bundle in legal fees but she was determined not to get the short end of the stick. Sally had started taking yoga classes and insisted that we should both join her sometime, which actually sounded kind of interesting. I tried to take mental notes of everything that was said so that I could tell Fred when I got home so that he would know what had been happening when he saw them again as Julie. It probably wasn't nearly as exciting as telling him how it felt when Steve fucked me in the ass, and he certainly didn't jack off during the narrative, but I think he also appreciated the thought behind the gesture and had a couple of pithy remarks about Amanda's ex-husband that I found rather amusing.

Then it happened. It was a Tuesday morning as I recall. I woke up and my tits were gone. Julie was sleeping soundly next to me and I found myself scratching my balls and feeling slightly disgusted by that. I suppose I was relieved, in a way, but I had sort of been hoping that the spell would last a little longer. There were so many things that I wanted to experience as a woman that I hadn't gotten around to yet.

That day was a little disorienting for both of us. We had gone to bed assuming that we would wake up in our swapped bodies but instead found ourselves back in our original forms. Whatever plans we had made were now altered and it was time to reacquaint ourselves with the bodies we had been away from for a few weeks.

Over the next couple of days I found myself sneaking off to the bedroom and going through Julie's closet, holding up various articles of clothing in front of my flat and straight male body realizing how ridiculous I would look in them now and feeling kind of sad. I actually felt kind of sad much of the time, even without such obvious reminders, and a couple of times I even found myself crying in the bathroom.

I suppose it wasn't all that unusual. Being Julie, even for a matter of weeks, had been the most exciting time of my life, largely because of the sex I suppose, but also because I felt really in tune with that body. As I said before, being female just seemed to suit my personality better. And the more time I spent in that body the more it felt like it was really my own.

I thought about asking Julie to cast the spell again but that didn't really seem fair. I imagined that she was pretty anxious to have her own body back. God knows if I were her I would certainly want it back pretty badly. I had been having all the fun. It must have been kind of a drag being me, although she had been a good sport about it. Perhaps it was something we could do again sometime, like on my birthday or something like that.

I figured that she would be really anxious to resume her hotwife dating but so far she hadn't mentioned anything about it, which surprised me. She also didn't seem terribly enthusiastic about making love with me, which really made me worried. I was terribly afraid that I had so emasculated myself that she couldn't see me as a real man anymore. Perhaps the knowledge that I had taken my buddy's cock up my ass, even if it was her ass at the time, was just too hard of an image to get out of her mind. I could understand that. It was kind of hard to think of myself as a man, even with my cock and balls restored. I think I would rather have been going to yoga class with Sally than having a beer with the guys, and that was probably noticeable somehow.

Of course that would explain why she might not be anxious to fuck me but not why she wasn't bringing home any bulls. If I had diminished my manliness too much to please her it seemed like she would want to fill the void with some real men as quickly as possible. But then I thought that she might feel kind of funny about reclaiming her femininity right away. She was actually in the process of growing a beard when we changed back and probably enjoyed a little break from all the cosmetic fuss and bother that went along with being a beautiful woman. It was still new and fun to me but it was old hat to her and might seem like kind of a hassle right now.

Hopefully it would all pass in time and things would go back to normal. It's quite a shock to the system to swap bodies with someone, let alone swap genders. It's not something that life really prepares you for so maybe it just took a little while to readjust.

It was actually Julie who brought up the matter first. We were sitting around the dining room table after eating a rather nice meal that I had prepared and enjoying a glass of wine. I knew something was on her mind but I wasn't sure what it might be.

"So you really enjoyed being me, didn't you?" she asked casually.

"Yes, more than I ever imagined I would. More than just about anything I suppose. It's awesome being you, but you already know that," I teased.

"You were only me for a couple of weeks," she pointed out. "It might not seem quite so awesome a year or two down the line."

"I'd take my chances," I said with a smile.

"Would you really?"

"What do you mean?"

"Wouldn't you miss your old life? Your friends?"

"It's pretty hard to look at my friends the same way now," I said with a chuckle. "I think maybe I need a new crew."

"How did you feel about me when we were swapped?" she asked rather slowly.

"I adored you. I loved you with all of my heart, as I always have, and always will," I replied earnestly.

"Even when you had another man's cock inside you?"

"All the more. That was a gift you gave me and it was something that we shared, like the way I shared you with other men," I pointed out. "What are you getting at anyway?"

"I did a lot of hard thinking when I was in your body and I kind of came to the conclusion that maybe we were really meant to be swapped. I cast that spell because I felt a little guilty about all the sex I was having and I wanted you to have a chance to do the same, but I was also very curious about how I would feel living as a man. Not just as the husband of a hotwife, but as a man in general," she explained.

"How did you feel?"

"Quite natural, really. Kind of relieved to not be the center of attention all the time. I liked being able to go out and not have men staring at my ass or my boobs the whole time, but it made me feel kind of proud when they were staring at yours. I liked being able to throw any old thing on and not worry about being judged or scrutinized for my appearance. And I suppose I really loved seeing the way you absolutely lit up when you were me. I've never seen you so happy before."

"So what are you saying...exactly?" I inquired carefully, feeling my pulse begin to race and my forehead getting a little hot.

"I don't even know if it's possible yet, but I was thinking about finding out if there was a way to make the spell permanent, or at least longer-lasting. But only if you were 100% sure that you really wanted to be me for the long haul," she replied, looking me straight in the eyes.

"I'd do it in a heartbeat," I said without blinking. "But why would you? Why would you ever give up that gorgeous body?"

"Looks fade, darling, and that's something I have a horror of."

"With all the money we spend on cosmetic procedures and whatnot I can't imagine that's going to happen anytime soon," I joked.

"All of my life my looks have defined me. I've always been aware of the fact that I was pretty and that nothing else was really expected from me. Men always paid for everything and bought me gifts and I married a man with money so I've never really had to do anything other than look nice. That may sound appealing, but it's also kind of unfulfilling. I mean you created this whole software thing that was worth a fortune. You invented something. You used your brain to make this comfortable life possible for both of us. I'd kind of like to know what I'm capable of doing, aside from showing off my tits and sucking cock."

I was going to protest that it wasn't true, but when I thought about it I realized that it pretty much was. Julie had never demonstrated any particular talents or skills outside of the bedroom. She didn't have to. I provided anything she wanted, but maybe what she really wanted was a chance to be more self-reliant. Of course she could have done that anytime she wanted, but maybe she just needed this change as a push. Old habits are hard to break.

"Think about it very carefully," Julie suggested. "Let me see what I can find out. This is obviously not a decision that should be made lightly or on the spur of the moment."

I assured her that I would think about it very carefully. Honestly, I had already been thinking of little else.


CHAPTER 16:

It took a few days before Julie finally had the answer to the question that was burning on our minds. There was a spell that would supposedly make the swap forever, but her instructor had been reluctant to teach it. It was, after all, a rather serious proposition that could lead to some real regrets and misery, and her instructor was all about using the power of magic for good. Julie had assured her that it was not just a kinky thrill, and that it would only be used once we were both absolutely certain it was what we really wanted, so finally the instructor relented and Julie now had the spell.

It took another couple of days of long conversations before we finally reached the point where we knew that there wasn't a whole lot more we could say. We were going to do it. This time it would happen while we were both awake and aware so we took off all our clothes, the clothes we would never wear again, and lay together on the bed naked.

"I know it sounds really shallow but I'm so glad that I'll never have to be some old woman with wrinkles and gray hair and saggy boobs," said Julie. "Are you sure that you can handle that?"

"Well, hopefully it won't happen too soon. I don't want you trading me in on a newer model right away. I'd have to get Amanda's lawyer and stick it to you for all the alimony I could get," I joked. "And remember, you'll be an old man someday now."

"True, but men get more distinguished as they get older. Women just get old."

"I don't care. When I married you I planned to grow old with you. I didn't know I'd be the one with the saggy boobs but I think I can live with that," I replied.

"I want you to be free to do what you want, not just what I suggest or push you into. If you want to keep doing the hotwife thing that's fine by me, but only if it's what you want," said Julie. "And if you want to take Steve as a lover that's fine with me as well. No strings attached. No need to tell me all the details. If he gives you pleasure I want you to take it."

"Well, I'll have to see about that I guess. I think I might enjoy just being a housewife as much as a hotwife. Maybe even the mother of your children someday."

"Wow, that's a heavy thought," Julie said with a chuckle. "You're a better woman than I am."

"And I want you to be free to explore your new sexuality. You shouldn't have to just sit around and beat off while I get humped by some dude with a 10-inch dick. At least let me bring another girl home for a three-way on your birthday or something," I suggested.

"To be honest with you all of that fucking around was getting kind of tiresome, but I might like to try being with another woman sometime. I'm happy to let you be the slut of the family for a while."

"I'll always be your slut first and foremost, you know that," I teased.

"Are we crazy for doing this?" Julie suddenly asked.

"I don't know. Probably. But what the hell. It's an adventure, and I have a feeling that I'll make a much better wife than I did a husband."

"I don't know that I can say the same but I'll try. I promise."

Then we held hands and Julie read the spell. Almost as soon as the words had left her lips I felt a tingle all over my body followed by some spasms as my whole shape reconfigured itself in a matter of seconds. Perhaps a minute at the most. And then it was done. I looked over and saw my old self looking back at me. Only now it really was my former self. He was Fred now and I was Julie, for better or worse, like the marriage vows said. I couldn't have been happier.

"Well...I guess that's that," said Fred, stating the obvious.

"I guess so."

"So what do you want to do now?" he asked.

"Are you kidding? I want to suck my husband's big cock."

I scooted down and took his dick in my hand and was pleased that it started growing hard almost immediately. It felt like I was losing my virginity, for some reason. I guess I was in the sense that this would be the first time I did anything sexual knowing that I was actually a woman forever. I was only surprised that it had taken me all of 20 seconds to have a dick in my hand.

"Were you serious about wanting to make a baby?" asked Fred as I lovingly stroked his rod.

"Not tonight probably, but I think it sounds wonderful when we're both ready. Don't you?" I replied.

"Absolutely. I think you'll make a much better mother than I ever would have."

"Well tonight I'm just your personal cock sucking whore so lie back stud and let me show you how it's done."

I gave Fred the most fantastic BJ I could muster. I could tell that he was really enjoying it, especially by the fact that he wasn't able to last too terribly long. As he started to ejaculate I held his cock right in front of my lips and let his cum sort of spurt all over my face while I kept my eyes locked on his without blinking. Then I licked his dick all over, still staring deeply into his eyes.

"That was amazing, honey," said Fred approvingly.

"You haven't had all that many blowjobs yet," I reminded him. "But as long as I'm around you're going to get all that you can handle and then some. I might just drop down and give you head when you least expect it."

"I think I can live with that," he said with a laugh. "I think I can live with just about anything as long as I'm living with you."


CHAPTER 17:

I had never really been in doubt about my decision, but it still was sort of like dying to give up the life you had always known. Only fortunately I was still there physically as my own husband, and I definitely had never felt more alive in my life.

I did become Steve's lover for a while, but it didn't last terribly long. Once he realized that I was never going to leave my husband, no matter how fantastic the sex was, I think he figured that it was best to move on. I thought it was probably best, too, but it was something that I sort of needed to get out of my system.

The few friends that I inherited from Julie were actually pretty cool and before long I felt like one of the gals. I even started doing yoga with Sally and went out on a "freedom party" with a bunch of women on the night that Amanda's divorce became final. It got pretty raunchy, I can tell you that, and there were some male strippers involved, but I was happy just to cheer them on and stuff money in their thongs. A few of the other girls got a little more wild but I was content to be an interested bystander for a change.

When I got my first period it was kind of freaky, and pretty uncomfortable, but not so bad that I had any serious regrets about having taken on this body. It was a small price to pay for what I was getting in return.

Fred started taking some college courses, with no particular aim in mind other than exploring new things. It might have seemed a little weird since I had already earned a Master's Degree as Fred but that also meant that it was easy for him to get into just about any class he wanted.

I did put on the anklet sometimes and go on dates with strange men, or bring someone home to fuck me while Fred watched, but it was a more casual thing with me. Feeling my husband's cock inside me was really the hottest thing I could think of anyway.

When I did present Fred with a birthday three-way I realized that it was the first woman that either of us had been with since our marriage. Her name was Glenda, and she was a really cute blonde I had met in my yoga class. It actually didn't take too much coaxing at all to get her to agree to the arrangement, but I sort of suspected that she was more interested in my pussy than Fred's cock, even if he was the birthday boy. Even so she was a good sport about it and Fred got his dick wet in her pussy and a double BJ from both of us. And if Glenda wanted to get together alone with me sometime, well, that might be fun I thought, even if I was more of a cock hound at heart.

It was proving to be surprisingly easy to just jump in and take over for my wife. Some of the things about the way she had been living appealed to me more than others but I was free to go in any direction I wanted. I could make new friends or take new lovers or do things that I hadn't even considered yet. And fortunately it seemed like Fred was experiencing the same thing. It would have been awful if one of us was thrilled with the swap and the other hated it, but it didn't look like that was very likely. I could allow myself to think of long-term female things...like motherhood.

I knew that I would want to be pregnant someday, but I also figured that I'd sort of know when the right time was at hand. We were just having too much fun being a couple at the moment. It was better than a second honeymoon, really, even if we were just hanging out at home on a lazy Sunday afternoon. As time went by it was harder and harder to remember that it hadn't always been this way.

They say that turnabout is fair play, which is probably true, and how this whole thing really got started, but I think we had turned about enough to end up right where we belonged.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

A while back I started getting interested in "hotwife" captions. I didn't know much of anything about that lifestyle, and I'm certainly still no expert, but as I researched the subject more I started thinking that it might be fun to cross that with the sort of TG erotica that I usually write. I started working on a couple of TG/Hotwife-hybrid books but this was the first one I've actually completed so far.

I have certainly explored "open" marriages and relationships a number of times, partly because the concept interests me, and partly because it provides the opportunity for plenty of hot sex scenes.

Something tells me that a lot of people who fantasize about becoming a beautiful woman with an active sex life might easily fantasize about being a hotwife. I've never seen any scientific research on the subject but my gut instincts tell me that there's a sort of a connection there. Even if there isn't I hope this story was interesting and entertaining...and dirty enough to keep you satisfied. That's what I'm here for!
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